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New Traditions 


Author's Notes: 


Merry Christmas, midnight_moonlight! Hope you enjoy it! 


"What the hell is this shit?" 


Junior was pretty sure that this was a rhetorical question. It was two weeks before Christmas, after all. Even 
Dave could figure out what the little sprigs of greenery were and if he couldn't, the tinsel and all-singing, all- 
dancing Santa decorations would probably help. A better question would be, "Who put it here (there, and 
everywhere)? And why?" 


Junior flicked his eyes to the kitchen doorway where a gigantic ball of mistletoe hung. It was the largest, 


greenest and most berry-covered piece of mistletoe that Junior had ever seen It was perfect 


He could hear the irritated squeak of Dave's sneakers as he stalked his way upstairs before pausing at what 


sounded about halfway, turning and squeaking his way back down. Junior listened to Dave's splutters of outrage 
a fond smile playing over his lips. 


"Is this shit everywhere? Christ, it looks like Christmas fucking vomited over my entire fucking house!" 


Perched on a stool at the breakfast bar, Junior tracked Dave's progress through the house. As Dave's 


footsteps and irate mutterings neared the kitchen he uncurled his foot from round one of the metal spindles 


and slid to his feet. He tugged his fur-trimmed Santa hat to a jaunty angle and cocked a grin at Dave. 


Dave's gaze took in both Junior and the mistletoe. "Oh hell, no," he said, eyes narrowing as he starting to back 
up. 


"Hell, yes," Junior countered and reaching out he grabbed Dave's wrist. Before Dave could blink, Junior had him 
pressed against the wall right next to the door. He kissed him hard, tongue pushing inside before Dave could 
kiss back as he held his head back against the doorjamb with the force of the contact. Their teeth clattered 
together but Junior kept up the intensity of the kiss, fucking his tongue between Dave's lips at an irregular 
pace so that Dave couldn't do anything but stand there and take it. 


Junior let Dave's wrist go and eased back a little. He grinned at the slightly glazed expression on Dave's face 
then, then moved one hand from Dave's wrist to the front of his shirt, fingertips easily pushing the fabric up 
to rest his palm against Dave's bare stomach. He leaned in again and placed a long trail of sucking kisses down 
Dave's throat until he reached the junction of neck and shoulder. He bit down, sucking at the skin under his 
mouth, using tongue and teeth until Dave breathed out a thready moan and let his head fall back against the 


doorjamb. 
This was going to be good, so damn good, Junior thought as he slid to his knees, tightly gripping Dave's hips. 
"Goddammit, Junior. What the hell's gotten into you?" Dave muttered, but without any real heat to it. 


Junior grinned up at him, slow and wicked then flicked out his tongue against the trail of hair arrowing down 
into Dave's jeans. He sucked on the skin there before moving to Dave's hipbone, inching the denim down with 
his thumbs. Dave hissed and arched his hips insistently toward Junior, rubbing his steadily hardening dick 
against Junior's cheek. Junior shoved him back against the wall again, letting his fingers dig deep into Dave's 
skinny hips, and sucked a series of marks at Dave's hipbone. Dave's cock jerked. He leaned in and rubbed his 
cheek against it before turning his head and mouthing Dave's cock through his jeans, scraping his teeth over 
the fabric and making Dave to arch off the wall and swear. 


Junior smiled as he popped the button of Dave's fly, yanked the zipper down, and-oh hell---Dave's cock was 
right there, practically flying out as Junior shoved his jeans down 


“Commando,” said Junior, face feeling like it was going to split from the smile spreading across it. Dave tried to 
shrug nonchalantly, but it turned into more of a spastic jerk when Junior licked a stripe up the length of his 
dick and then pulled back. "Thinking you'd get lucky, Dave?" 


Dave glared down at Junior and made a frustrated noise. "Fuck. Stop fucking around, Junior. Fucking get on with 


it already." 
"You want me to suck your cock?" 
"Yes," Dave hissed, tangling a hand in Junior's hair and jerking him forward. "Suck my dick, Junior.” 


Junior laughed and took pity on him, teasing him with another long lick up the length of his dick before sucking 
the length into his mouth. 


He loved doing this, probably even more than Dave loved having him do it. He sucked Dave into his throat and 
listened to Dave curse above him, pulled back to release him with a pop so he could lick slowly up the thick 
shaft and tease the sensitive crown. Dave's mouth was still going and Junior laughed at one particularly 
inventive string of curses before he used the flat of his tongue to clean the dribbling mess of precome from 
Dave's skin. He finished with a flourish, rolling his tongue over the head. Junior dug the tip of his tongue into 
Dave's slit and Dave jolted again. Junior relaxed his jaw and took Dave into his mouth again, using his tongue to 
rub at the thick veins as he slowly eased Dave into his throat and swallowed around him. He echoed Dave's 
groan, making Dave shake under him, then just as slowly pulled off, keeping his lips sealed around Dave's dick 


until the flared rim caught on his teeth. 


Dave kicked out a leg, spreading them as far as the denim puddled around his ankles would allow, and mindlessly 
knotted his fingers into Junior's hair, uncaring that the little red hat tumbled to the floor. He thrust up, 
fucking into Junior's throat, and Junior sucked gladly, mouth dry and soaking up the hot wet smell of Dave on 
his tongue. He sucked hard, lips wrapped, working a hand tight and fast at the base. 


Dave's litany of filthy words, whisper-growled and raw, washed over Junior until he was trembling. His hands 


shook as he frantically unfastened his pants and jacked himself in time with the thrusts into his mouth. 


When Dave came he nearly choked Junior, flooding his mouth with thick, slick heat that Junior couldn't swallow 
fast enough. Dave slid down the wall and folded gracelessly to the floor beside Junior, panting, then took over 
jerking him off with awkward sex-drunk hands, licking his own taste out of Junior's mouth. He swallowed all of 


Junior's pants and whimpers when he came, spasms of hot, sticky pleasure all over both their hands. 


"I thought you were supposed to kiss under the mistletoe," Dave said a little later, his slightly glazed eyes 


trained upon the berry-laden ball of greenery above them. 


Junior picked up the fallen Santa hat and pulled it onto Dave's head. He fiddled with the fluffy snowball on the 


end before saying, "Thought it was time to start a new tradition" 


